CHAPTER XIII

INCIDENTS  OF THE VOYAGE  TO  MADRAS

JN March we approached the Cape of Good Hope, where
Captain Waddell had given us hopes of stopping, and
we landsmen were delighted with the expectation of soon
setting our feet once more upon terra firma, when the
Captain one morning whilst we were at breakfast observed
that there was a glorious breeze, fair as it could blow, which
would speedily take us round the tremendous promontory
of Africa, a circumstance of far more importance than eating
grapes at the Cape town, and lengthening our voyage
perhaps a month. The "glorious breeze" however in no
way consoled us for our disappointment, and we were rather
sulky during a couple of days, at the end of which time we
were reconciled to passing our favourite port, and good
humour was restored. Our fellow passenger, Court, was a
constant source of amusement by his monkey tricks and
whimsical behaviour.

Having completely rounded the Cape, and Coast of Africa,
we bore up for the Mosambique Channel, or inner passage.
Passing the Southern point of Madagascar, the weather
became moderately clear, with a smooth sea. I was one
morning walking the deck, when Rogers, whose watch it
was, sitting upon the Quarter called to me in his usual style,
'"' Come here, Bill." I accordingly stepped upon one of the
Quarter deck guns, and observing him to point downwards,
I looked into the sea, where to my great terror and surprize I
beheld the rocks, as they appeared to me, close to the ship's
bottom but Rogers assured me they were at least forty fathoms
below us. In a few minutes after, however, he exclaimed,
"Damn my eyes if I like this," and instantly ran into the
Round house. Captain Waddell, returning with him upon